XI
THE BOOK OF THE DEAD
'our first task, when we came down to the sea and reached our
ship, was to run her into the good salt water and put the mast
and sails on board. We then picked up the sheep we found there
and stowed them in the vessel. After which we ourselves em-
barked. And a melancholy crew we were. There was not a dry
cheek in the company. However, Circe of the lovely tresses,
human though she was in speech, proved her powers as a god-
dess by sending us the friendly escort of a favourable breeze,
which sprang up from astern and filled the sail of our blue-
prowed ship. All we had to do, after putting the tackle in order
fore and aft, was to sit still, while the wind and the helmsman
kept her straight. With a taut sail she forged ahead all day, rill
the sun went down and left her to pick her way through the
darkness.
€ Thus she brought us to the deep-flowing River of Ocean and
the frontiers of the world, where the fog-bound Cimmerians
live in the City of Perpetual Mist. When the bright Sun climbs
the sky and puts the stars to flight, no ray from him can pene-
trate to them, nor can he see them as he drops from heaven and
sinks once more to earth. For dreadful Night has spread her
mantle over the heads of that unhappy folk.
(Here we beached our boat and after disembarking the sheep
made our way along the banks of the River of Ocean till we
reached the spot that Circe had described. There, while Peri-
medes and Eurylochus caught hold of the victims, I drew my
sharp sword from my side and dug a trench about a cubit long
and a cubit wide. Around this trench I poured libations to all
the dead, first with mingled honey and milk, then with sweet
wine, and last of all with water. Over all this I sprinkled some
white barley, and then began my prayers to the helpless ghosts

